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Largketto cantab'ile. 





































































































































































The mind, will, in its worst despair. 
Still ponder o'er the past. 

Oh I moments of delight, that were 

Too beautiful to last,_ 

That were too beautiful to last. 

To long departed years extend 
Its visions, with them flown, 

For mem’ry is the only friend 
That grief can call its own. 

That grief, fre. 





































































